MODERN TRAVEL

the chimneys of Piraeus hove in sight, followed by the
Acropolis and the twisted cone of Lykabettus.

In Athens, to my disappointment, Imperial Airways
had arranged for us to stay at the Acropole Palace, a
new hotel having a bathroom to each bedroom, but
situate in a low, slummy quarter of the town, and lack-
ing that maturity of personnel which is essential to
comfort. A flood of reunions awaited me. I learnt
that the bookshop had sold fifteen copies of my last
book. Dr. Zervos presented me with a basket of Mocca
coffee which had actually grown in Mocca. Later we
assembled at the Hotel Grande Bretagne, where Stocks,
Bennett-Baggs, and the Air-Marshal were already in-
stalled in the bar. Dinner we ate at Mr. Rompapa's
open-air restaurant in the Zappeion gardens, newly
surrounded by an artistic trellis-work. At midnight I
dropped asleep as I sat. The other party sat drinking
till four o'clock.

On Tuesday morning we left the hotel at the com-
paratively reasonable hour of half-past nine. Just out-
side Piraeus we circled low over a capsized fishing-boat,
a grisly wreck in the crystal blue water, and wirelessed
a description of it to the mainland. Butcher, the Air-
Marshal, and myself were now alone. A following
wind brought us to Suda Bay in Crete by half-past
twelve, where a welcome effusively and lavishly English
greeted us. For the company had stationed here a
yacht, the Impend, formerly the property of numerous
millionaires, and able to ride any sea in case of a forced
descent in bad weather. A bathe from the side, which,
like all Greek bathes, will live in the memory for ever,
was followed by a six-course lunch set at a table whose
posy of flowers might have come from an English garden.
Our appetites were sharpened by the witticisms of
Captain MacLeod and Chief Officer Horn, who had
lately been described in the English Press as " Adams
in an Eveless Eden."
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